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the northern flock who behaved, if not exactly as
a Father in God, at least as one of the best of
mling princes. His liberal hospitality, his con-
genial presence, and the magnificence of his
household won for him friends on all sides.

At first he complained of too much poverty to
set out for the episcopal city. It was like Wolsey,
the old Wolsey, the weak Wolsey, to complain of
poverty in the midst of plenty ; but a man's tem-
perament is not changed in a day, and he was
still unable to realise that he was in the midst of
plenty. He had already changed his house at
Southwell for one at Scroob ; he was wealthy as
compared with most of the gentry in his diocese ;
but to Wolsey it was vital that he should be the
wealthiest. He was, of course, poor by compari-
son with the past. The splendour of his house-
hold was now that of a wealthy peer rather than
of the Prime Minister, and the gorgeousness of
the procession that set out for York was rather
that of a bishop than of a Papal Legate, All
these things were regarded by Wolsey as part of
himself, as much as was the nose on his face, and
he would never have dreamed of spending any
part of the money that went to supply them upon
diocesan affairs.

In spite of this comparative contentment, how-
ever, the old ambitions had been stirred in him ;
and the ill-advised conversation of Cavendish and
his friends had aroused in him at least an echo
of the lust for power. Failing to establish any
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